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above the level of the ground, was well cambered off,
so that you could run across it without anything serious
happening, although it might be a bit awkward taking
off over it.
Then Embry taxied back to a position about 50
yards behind "Valkyrie/* and just as he came to rest I
lifted up my eyes to the hills and exclaimed in an awe-
struck voice, "Good God, lookl" Over the hills, which
surrounded us on all sides, and down the ravines between
them, was creeping remorselessly a white blanket of
fog and cloud, shutting everything off from view,
blotting the hills out as though they were not. And
almost before I had finished my exclamation and recovered
from my surprise, you could hardly see one aeroplane
from the other; and Embry *s Vernon had faded to a
grey blue. One heard men's voices talking in the mist
like disembodied spirits. Anyway we were down and
ocuC*   • •  •
When Embry and I got together and were exchanging
congratulations on our safe arrival, crowds of Jews
caine up, and in a way I was surprised to see them.
After all it was Jerusalem, but still I was somehow
surprised. There is a little village of Kuhindia, which
was then hidden in the fog. Just then a Ford car
dashed up with four men with rifles in smart dark
green uniforms: the Palestine gendarmerie who happened
to be out on patrol. Winston Churchill made them
out of the R.LC. (Black and Tans) in about 1922
apparently.
They were most hospitable. I took Padre Still, and
left Embry and Barrett and the crews in the fog. The
Ford took us to Mount Scopus, a spur of the Mount
of Olives, about a mile outside Jerusalem, where the

